BY ADRIAN BELL

About this time there appears to have broken out
feud with the rector. No one to-day is quite certain what Wash
the cause of it, some say a matter of church procedure, others
that it was to do with the squire's favourite retriever getting
caught in a trap on the rector's land. There are several
"authentic" legends of how the quarrel arose, some showing
that the squire, others that the rector, was to blame. There is
no doubt that it was a grand flare-up, with the squire as
passionately aroused as one brought up to rule by divine right
of lineage can be when his authority is impugned.

He was considering a site for a new row of cottages, and in
his wrath gave the order for them to be built right in front of
the rectory, thereby cutting off the view of the country from
the lower windows, and substituting one of back-doors and
cabbage plots. No sooner were they completed than he re-
pented, and the quarrel being resolved, and he and the rector
being on the best of terms again, he offered, they say, to have
the cottages pulled down and removed elsewhere. But the
rector, not to be outdone in magnanimity, now that the
tenants were all settled in comfortably and rejoicing in their
new quarters, would not hear of them being disturbed. Squire
Park therefore did what he could to make amends by planting
a beech grove between the rectory and the row of cottages.
There is one in the village who can just remember seeing
Squire Park and the rector planting these trees together as
an unofficial ceremony of reconciliation. Accord remained
unbroken for many years after that. There was one further
difference, but that was when both men were growing elderly
and irritable. Again the precise cause is in doubt, but not the
making of it up, for this was hampered by accidents.

The squire made the first advance, inviting the rector to
one of his shooting parties as a tacit suggestion that bygones
should be bygones. The rector accepted in the same spirit,
and all would have been well but that Squire Park, being
short-sighted, at the first drive shot the rector in the left but-
tock. The rector departed, swearing that it had been done on